





The mofl lament able T ragedie 

T it at. Haile Rome, vi&orious in thy mourning weeds, 
Loe as the Barke that hath difehargd his fraught, 
Returnes with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firft fhe wayd her anchorage; 

Commeth es4hdronictts, bound with Lawrell bowes, 

To refalutehis Country with his teares, 

T cares of true ioy for his rcturne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rights that we entend. 

Romanes, of fiue and twenty valiant fonnes, * 

Halfe of the number that king ‘ Triam had, 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead : 

Thefe that furuiue, let Rome reward with louc : 

Thefe that I bring vnfo their lateft home, 

With buriall amongft their aunceftors. 

Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to fheath my fword, 

T itus vnkind, and careleffe of thine owne, 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet, 

To houer on the dreadfull fhore ofStix, 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

They open the Tombe. 

There greete in filence as dead are wont. 

And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres .* 
Ofacred Receptacle of my ioyes, 

Sweet Cell ofvertuc and Mobility, 

How many fonnes haft thou of mine in ftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more. 

Lucius. Giuevs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothet. 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile 
zsfd mama fratrum, facrifice his Belli : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bones, 

Tnat fo the fhadowes be not vnappeaxd. 

Nor we difturbd with prodigies on earth. 


Tim- 


of Titus 

Titus. I giue him you, the nobleft that furuiues, 

The eldeft lbnne of this diftrefled Queene. 

Tamo. Stay Romaine brethren, gracious Conqucrer, 
Victorious T itus, rue the teares I fhed, 

A mothers teares in pafsion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonne to be as deere to mee. 

Sufficeth not that we are brought to Tronic 
To beautifie thy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee, and to thy Romaine yoake. 

But muft my fonnes be flaughtered in the ftreetes. 

For valiant dooings in theyr Countries caufe* 

O if to fight for lung and common weale, 

Were pietie in thine, it is in thefe : 

Andronicus, ftaine not thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods i 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull. 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 

Thrice noble Titus fpare my firft borne fonne. 

T it us. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 

Thefe are theyr brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for theyr brethren flaine, 

T^eligioufly they aske a facrifice : 

To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 

T’appeafe their groning fhadowes that are gone. 

Lucius. Away with him, and make a fire ftraighf. 

And with our fwords vpon a pile of wood. 

Lets hew his limbs till they be cleane confumde. 

Exit T itus fonnes with Alarbtu. 

T amor a. O cruell irreligious pietie. 

Chiron. Was euer Sythia halfe fo barbarous ? 
fJDemet. Oppofe not Sythia to ambitious Rome, 

Alarbus goes to reft and we furuiue, 

T o tremble vnder T itus threatning looke, 

The* 
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